﻿Cathy and Katlyn each let out a mutual groan as their eyes slowly opened. Around them, they saw the rough-hewn stone walls of a dungeon lit by flickering torchlight. The two catgirl adventurers tried to stand up and rub their heads only to hear the rattling of chains.


“Huh? What happened? What’s this?” Cathy the tabby archer asked as she looked over the chains and shackles keeping her loosely bound to the wall. “Who did this to us?”


"I'm not sure, the last thing I remember was being overwhelmed by monsters and blacking out," said Katlyn the calico cleric. She let out a small timid whimper as she clutched her holy book to her chest and looked around for her staff. "Where are our weapons?"


“What?” Cathy looked around in a sudden panic, eyes darting around the room in search of her bow. As she took in her surroundings she could see the dungeon room was hardly empty. Magic tomes, alchemical equipment, ritual components. This was as much a magical experimentation lab as a dungeon. With no signs of their weapons. “What is this place?”


“Looks like some sort of profane laboratory or ritual site.” Katlyn bit her lip and looked around nervously.


“Yeah, we need to find a way out of here. Can you reach anything?” Cathay strained against the chain manacles reaching as far as she could but none of the fizzing bottles or magic items were in reach.


“No, no I don’t think so.” Katlyn did the same, clutching desperately to her book all the while.


"I've got to have something that could get us out of this." Cathy rifled through the pockets of her leather belt and green tunic. Sadly every one of them seemed to be emptied. "Nothing! How about you?"


“Um . . . .” Katlyn patted down her white robes and shook her head. “Nothing, just my book. Maybe that’ll have an answer.” She bit her lip and opened her book flipping through the pages.


“Y’know I kinda doubt it . . . .” Cathy rolled her eyes.


“Um . . . something’s wrong.” Katlyn frowned and furrowed her brow. “These words look weird, I’m having a hard time reading the scripture.”


“Oh, I wouldn’t worry too much about that. You’ve much bigger problems to be concerned with.” A deep powerful voice echoed from the shadows just outside the room a moment before a large red dragon in a deep purple robe stepped in with a smug grin.


“What? Who are you? Let us go!” Cathy strained against her chains but they merely jangled under her strength.


"Me? I'm Xothos, the master of this dungeon you impetuous whelps tried to ransack! Don't you worry though, I've already thought of how you can make it up to me." The dragon snickered to himself as he looked over the two captured adventurers.


“M-make it up to you?” Katlyn glanced up from her book at the powerful draconic figure but soon was flipping through her pages again with concern.


“Oh yes, you’ll be replacing the guards you slew and helping to defend my precious hoard.” Xothos nodded as he stepped forward towering over the girls just out of reach.


“We’ll never help you! You . . . you . . . jerk!” Cathy spat and pulled uselessly at her chains again wishing to reach out and punch him even as he towered over her.


"Oh, really?" The dragon's grin widened into a broad display of razor-sharp teeth. "You there, cleric girl, having some trouble?"


“What?! N-no . . . I . . . Um . . . maybe?” Katlyn whimpered and kept frantically flipping through her book.


“Katlyn? What’s wrong? What’s, like, going on with you?” Cathy looked at her friend and adventuring partner with clear concern.


“I . . . I can’t . . .” Katlyn looked to be on the verge of tears, not looking up from her book as she skimmed through it. “I don’t recognize many of these passages or . . . or these words! I . . . I can barely focus on the text. I don’t . . . I don’t remember what half of this means!”


“What?!” Cathy stared in shock then turned her furious gaze at the dragon. “Like, what’d ya do to my friend?!”


“Hmmm? Oh, nothing much! Why, I only did the exact same thing to her as I did to you!” The dragon chuckled in delight at the look of dawning horror on Cathy’s face.


“Wh-what’s, like, gonna happen to us? I . . . somethin’s not right?” Cathy shook her head as if to clear the cobwebs.


“Cathy! You sound, like, kinda funny. A-are you alright? I . . . Cathy I’m, like, really scared.” Tears streamed down Katlyn’s face and dripped onto her open holy book.


"I . . . um, like, I dunno? Like, um, like I can't quite think, right? Like my head is all cloudy?" Cathy took a deep breath trying to steady herself.


“Oh, that’s perfectly normal. You’re still in the early stages of the intellect reduction.” Xothos nodded and rubbed his chin watching the two cat girls curiously.


“The . . . the wha’?” Cathy blinked and furrowed her brow.


“Inte- . . . intelicked . . . ri-duck-shun.” Katlyn sounded out the words then her eyes widened. “N-no! Please, no!”


“Huh? I, like, don’ get it?” Cathy’s eyes darted between the cleric and the dragon. “Wha’s, like, happenin’?”


"We're gettin' dumber! I don' wanna be like, all stupid! You gon' make us like all stupid an' like do lewd stuff to us!" Katlyn sobbed and clutched her open book to her chest in a fit of panic, bending a few pages while the dragon smirked at her words.


"You! You're . . . you're a jerk! You big . . . baddie!" Cathy glared at the dragon and pulled on her chains again, not noticing the way her arm muscles bulged more than before.


“I am quite evil! Isn’t it delightful?” The dragon laughed haughtily. “And I see you two are starting to change physically as well, wonderful.”


“Fizzic ally?” Katlyn sniffled and furrowed her brow trying to think. “I like, don’ know what that meeeans!” She wailed.


"Oh dear, your bodies are changing too, I mean. I'm going to have to really keep it simple for you two, aren't I? You're not even halfway through the mental changes." The dragon grinned and bit his lip a bit.


"What?" Cathy looked down at her paws and then clenched them experimentally. "Whoa, liek, mah fur is gettin' liek . . . lighter? An' liek, I feel more strong." She grinned as she flexed her arm a bit and felt the muscle bulge. "Katlyn look!"


"No! I, liek, don' wanna look! I don' wanna be diff-urnt! I, liek, don' wanna be a dumby stupid-head!" Katlyn screamed and threw her book to the floor before letting out a yelp and picking it up delicately.


“Wh-whoa! Katlyn, are you lieks, okay an’ stuff?” Cathy stared at her friend in shock.


“I . . . .” Katlyn looked at the damaged book and tears started to well up again. Thoughtlessly, and with seemingly effortless strength, she tore out a few pages and flipped through them desperately. “I, liek, I can’t reads no moars . . . .” Her voice cracked at the realization and another sob slipped out.


“Awww, no more silly holy drivel for you? No worries, you’ll have a new master to serve soon.” The dragon smirked down at them.


“Sh-shut up! It’s no fair! I don’ wanna be a dum! I don’ wanna! Don’ wanna!” Katlyn screamed and threw a tantrum grabbing her book and banging it against the floor before tearing the thick tome in half with her bare paws in a fit of fury!


“Kat-lin! Liek, um yer . . . book . . . thingy!” Cathy stared in shock before turning her rage towards the dragon. With effort she stood and strained against her bindings again, walking in place as she tried to drag herself forward. She barely noticed as her tight leather pants started to tear and burst along the seams, shredding to reveal the thick muscular thighs now growing underneath. “You! You’re bad!”


"Wh-wha'd I do?" Katlyn looked at her destroyed book with horror. "No, no! I goda . . . I goda fix it!" She whined as she started desperately trying to stuff the pages together back into the torn binding. She hardly noticed as her baggy robe started to feel tight around her.


"My, my, you two are progressing nicely. Honestly, you should pay attention and savor this experience. You're never going to be this clever and observant again, you know." The dragon smirked and stepped dangerously close to Cathy, admiring the way her already tight outfit was straining against her growing frame and heightened muscle. He sneered as her belt gave way to the rock-hard abs underneath. "Honestly, you haven't even noticed what lovely things are happening with your fur, have you?"


“Fur?” Cathy blinked and stopped, her shrinking attention span diverted to check her fur. It was snow white now, with deep stripes starting to form. She looked at Katlyn and blinked in surprise seeing how the former cleric was now bulkier than Cathy had been before. Looking over herself she saw her own body, taller and stronger than before. Just in time for a tear to start to form along the front of her tunic as her swollen breasts started to press too tight within the confines of her clothes. “M-mah bewbies? I gotz big bewbies! Kat-lin look!”


"Muh? Um . . . Cathi's bewbies pritty buh . . . godda fix! I fix!" Katlyn was only briefly distracted by her friend's strange new appearance before she resumed clumsily sticking torn and crumpled pages between the broken book bindings.


“Um . . . I get . . . strong.” Cathy felt her muscles and squeezed her breasts in distracted fascination until something not entirely unlike an idea seemed to flicker to life behind her eyes. “I get strong! I strong enough I break chains! I punch bad dragon!”


"Oh, dear! There's some fire in you dear, I like that! That's the spirit! Let's see if you can break out before you forget why you want to." Xothos snickered as he watched the girls, now both distinctly white-furred and black-striped. The pair were increasingly resembling a pair of near-identical white tigers.


"I strong! I gon' hit you!" Cathy chuckled stupidly then pulled on her chains! A dull creak could be heard as she pulled with all her might. Arms and legs flexing powerfully and bulging with strength as she pulled at her bonds.


"Uh . . . I fix?" Katlyn looked at her collection of torn and ruined pages sandwiched between the remains of the book binding. She held it up and a few pages fluttered free. "Wha'?" Katlyn blinked then shook the book a bit, causing more paged to flutter free and drawing a dull guffaw from her. "Fun!"


"I strong! I strong! Gonna . . . hit . . . thing! I strong!" Cathy's feet scraped against the floor as she desperately tried to pull at her chains. More of her outfit burst, seams split, and tears formed. Her breasts bounced free, bigger than they were before, and powerful muscles burst out of the tight clothes. Soon she was dressed barely in shreds and rags.


“Fun! Fun!” Katlyn guffawed stupidly as she tossed the mangled book in the air, creating a blizzard of torn holy pages around the room! She clapped and guffawed happily at the mess she’d made of the book that had mattered so much to her only a few minutes ago.


“I . . . I . . . me strong . . . me strong . . . me gonna . . . .” Cathy whined and strained harder against the chains, another creak as one of the chain links started to bend slightly.


“Me am smart.” Katlyn grinned, seemingly proud of her ‘accomplishment’ as she looked at the scattered paper. Casually she picked up a piece and put it in her mouth experimentally, chewing on it distractedly as she finally looked up at her friend. The paper scrap fell from her slack muzzle as she grinned stupidly. “Ooh! Bewbies big! You preddy!”


“Me strong! Me strong! Me strong!” Cathy repeated it like a mantra, desperately pulling harder at the chains, slowly gaining ground as links bent ever so slightly.


"Me wan' preddy." Katlyn looked down at her white robes, once baggy and concealing now basically skin-tight around her massive amazonian frame. Casually she reached up to the neckline and tore her robe open effortlessly. She tossed the shreds off herself until she was completely nude. She guffawed and reached down to squeeze her breasts experimentally. The former cleric cooed with delight as she felt up her naked body in front of her friend and captor.


“Me strong! Me strong!” With a roar the tigress who had been Cathy yanked on the chains with all her might! Links broke in both chains and she was free! She stumbled forward, only short chains left dangling from her manacles. She looked down at her paws in shock and confusion then let out a triumphant roar that echoed through the dungeon.


“Good girl! I’m very proud of you, such strength!” Xothos laughed and clapped in congratulations for the stupid amazonian tigress.


"Heheheh . . . M-muh . . . Cat strong." The tigress who had been Cathy nodded and guffawed. With a dull grin, she flexed for the dragon man, now looking him eye to eye. As he came over to feel her bicep she let out a low purr of pleasure at being touched.


“Excellent! Such a good strong girl. You’ll make an excellent guard.” He reached up to pat ‘Cat’ on the head. “Now, how about you?” He gave Katlyn a pointed look, the former cleric was still sitting and clapping excitedly for her friend’s achievement.


“Uh . . . ?” Katlyn blinked slowly and furrowed her brow. “Wha’?”


"Let's see you break your own chains you imbecile." The dragon rolled his eyes.


“Kat strong . . . ?” The tigress who had once been Katlyn blinked again then slowly stood up and started to pull on her chains!


“Cat strong! Cat strong!” Cat guffawed and clapped excitedly to encourage her friend. She bounced in place, her enlarged tits bouncing and swaying seeming to entice the other tigress forward.


“Kat strong!” Kat strained and growled and finally in a similar burst of strength as before managed to shatter her chains, stumbling forward with only broken remnants attached to her manacles.


"Heheheh, hawt." Cat guffawed and grinned vacantly at her friend. Side by side the two now looked like twins. Just a pair of dumb slack-jawed white tigresses with big muscles and big boobs. Not a thought between the pair of them.


"Alright, you lack wits! Now that you've been made into proper minions it's time you understand whose in charge here. I am your master!" The dragon preened and puffed out his chest before the twin amazons.


“M-mas’r? Masah? Ms’r?” The twins both fumbled through the word uncomprehendingly.


“Dark gods, I may have made you too dumb. Master. I am your Master. You will do what I say!” The dragon glowered at the pair of morons.


"'kay, Mas'r!" Cat said and nodded her head only comprehending obedience.


“Do wha’ say!” Kat nodded as well, grinning stupidly.


"Yes, yes, good enough. Now let's get you two equipped again. I don't suppose these will work anymore . . . ." The dragon reached into a nearby chest and pulled out the former adventurer's bow and staff, handing the two weapons over.


"Muh?" Cat blinked at her bow and held it up. This weapon had saved her life countless times. It was her pride and joy. She'd cared for it for years. Now she looked at it perplexed. Experimentally she grabbed both ends and bent them. She chuckled as the funny wooden stick bent! Soon she was seeing how far she could bend it back until, finally, with a crack the bow snapped in her powerful paws. "Awww, Cat broke stick."


"Shiiiiiny! Kat liek shiny." Kat giggled stupidly and stared at the sparkly holy symbol at the top of her staff. That symbol had once meant the world to her. It represented all she'd ever valued in the world. Without a hint of recognition, she carefully brought the shiny thing up to her eyes. Experimentally she licked at it and tried chewing at it, the soft golden head of the staff deforming under her bite.


"Yes, I'd thought not. Nothing so 'advanced' for you morons. Come, let's find you imbeciles a pair of clubs or something." The dragon snickered and started to walk off. The amazons trailing behind him with slack-jawed uncomprehending expressions.


“Im-buh-wha’?” Kat asked then guffawed.


“It means the pair of you are stupid. You’re dumb!” The dragon rolled his eyes and grinned at what destruction he’d wrought on their minds. That’d teach them for picking up such a troubling profession as adventurer. Well, perhaps not, it didn’t seem like they’d be learning much of anything moving forward.


“Yah! Kat dum!” Kat guffawed again.


“Cat dum too!” Cat nodded.


“Kat moar dum!”


“Nuh-uh! Cat most dum-est there is!”


“No! Kat dum!”


“. . . . Yah, Cat say tha’!”


“Wha’?”


“An’ Cat strong!”


“Awww! Cat nice! Kat am strong!”


“Huh?”


The two went back and forth like that, confused about who was talking about what while the dragon patiently lead them forward to get equipped. Said equipment ended up being a pair of large iron clubs, thick leather collars, and simple loincloths. Loincloths which were notably not so simple that the girls didn't need considerable help getting them on. The dragon having to groan and sigh as she slowly helped each girl into her new loincloth as she stared in slack-jawed incomprehension. Furthermore, by the time the process was done even the dragon couldn't keep track of which identical moron was which. Much less the idiots themselves, both responding merely to 'cat.' What few echoes of their former identity left barely enough to distinguish them.


Before long the pair were led into the hoard room. Piles of glittering gold and treasure were everywhere as far as the eye could see.


“Cat like shiny!” One girl grinned and smiled at the sparkly coins and treasures.


"Huh? Yah, shiny gud!" The other girl nodded and stared in awe at the glittering treasure hoard that stretched from wall to wall in the massive underground vault they now found themselves in.


"Good, good, I'm glad you girls like it! This is going to be your new home! Where you'll guard it against intruders! Here let me show yo- Don't put that in your mouth, moron!" The dragon sighed and swatted a gold coin out of one girl's paw just before she could tentatively start to taste it out of simple-minded curiosity. The dragon lead them deeper into the hoard until they arrived at his throne. He took his seat and looked at the two amazon morons imperiously. "Sit!"


“‘kay!” One nodded and stepped forward, taking a seat on his lap and grinning at him stupidly. A moment later the other followed her lead and soon the dragon was being pressed into his throne by massive muscular idiot tigresses.


"Pffft! Get off me, you idiots!" The dragon roared, wings flaring and a puff of fire emitting from his maw to make the tigresses yelp and tumble out of the seat, kneeling before him in the gold. "That's better! Just kneel before me and look pretty when there isn't something for you to do.


"'kay, Mas'r!" One nodded and dropped her club. Both kneeled there before the throne, lounging on the gold and staring around at all the shinies in fascination.


“Hmmm . . . let’s test you two imbeciles. How high can you count?” The dragon smirked looking down at his minions.


“Uhhh . . . ?”


“Wun?” One of the girls offered hesitantly, grinning stupidly at the dragon’s nod.


“T-toooo?” Tried the other, delighted to get a nod of her own.


“T-tuh . . . um?” The girl stalled out and looked to her twin who only shrugged in return.


“I see . . . alright, idiots. Show me just how strong you two are. Give me a demonstration.” The dragon grinned, waiting for this request to be processed by the dimwits as slowly a big stupid grin spread across both their faces.


"Cat strong!" One announced before getting up and rushing up next to their master's throne. With a grunt, she reached down and started to lift the throne, with the dragon still in it! With a roar, she lifted over her head and then balanced it in one hand! "Strong!"


"Oh, good show!" The dragon laughed at the impressive display as he teetered slightly. He looked to the other twin. "How about you? Think you can outdo this?"


"Cat no think. Cat dum!" She said but looked around obediently straining her tiny brain to try and compete with her sister. Something that might resemble an idea from a distance lit up her eyes for a fleeting moment and she rushed off to a large golden statue. Her muscles bulged and flexed as she strained her body with all her might to lift the heavy golden statue over her head! With a roar of triumph, she held it aloft and posed and flexed for her master.


"Well done! You're both quite strong, aren't you? Hmm, I wonder though, who is stronger? You can put me down now." Both girls dropped what they were carrying in an instant, only the spreading of the dragon's wings and a tight grip on his throne saving him and the chair. "Gently you idiots! Ugh, tell you what, I want to see if one of you is stronger than the other. Why don't you have a little wrestling match, that sounds fun yes?"


“Uh . . . fun?” One girl blinked slowly.


“Yah, fun! Cat like fun!” The other nodded energetically then charged at her twin!


The twin tigresses crashed into a nearby mound of gold and a shower of coins splashed out from the impact. The two amazons went at each other almost more like animals than people. Claws out, not quite penetrating each other’s thick hides. Only the stupid guffaws and squeals interspersing the growling hinted that the girls were effectively just play fighting.


One moment one would have the other in a headlock, only to be tossed over the shoulder and hit the gold with a loud 'thump' and have her twin pouncing in turn! They rolled around in the gold, their breasts pillowing and kneading together lewdly as they fought for dominance. Muscles flexed, arms bulged and abs rippled. Despite the impressive displays of sheer brute strength, neither could gain the upper hand over the other!


Eventually, the amazons found themselves in a proper stalemate. Each had their impossibly thick thighs closed around the other's head, the pair simply rolling back and forth taking turns with one on top. Finally, the one on top for the moment felt a firm hand smacking her ass, drawing a yowl from her lips. She looked behind her in dull confusion, having completely forgotten her master was watching, much less why the wrestling match had begun.


She saw her master, wings spread wide, robe discarded with his own powerful body on display. What truly captured her minuscule focus however was the large throbbing cock standing tall between his legs. Effortlessly he tore off her loincloth.


“Time for your final test!” The dragon grinned at them.


“Huh? Wha’ test?” They started to ask in unison until the one on top let out a surprise yowl of pleasure as that large cock was thrust into her slick nethers.


The top tigress moaned in abject pleasure as she felt that hot draconic cock plumb her inner depths. The bliss of the sensation utterly overwhelmed what was left of her mind. Her master grinned as he watched her eyes dull even further, a bit of drool dribbling from her slack jaw. He smacked her ass again, admiring how surprisingly jiggly and bouncy it was considering her musculature, and enjoying the pitiful mewl the motion drew from her drooling lips. As this went on the tigress beneath stared dumbfounded at what was happening above her.


"Idiot, why don't you pleasure your friend down there?" The dragon grinned at the pleasure-fried tigress taking his cock as she blinked slowly.


"Whuh? Ple-sure . . . fren'? Uh . . . ." She stared down at the other tigress' loincloth confounded for a moment. She reached out a clumsy paw to grab it and yank at it. She tugged uselessly, unsure how it was supposed to be removed before finally tearing it off. She took another moment to stare stupidly at her friend's dripping slit before remembering she could use her tongue. With more enthusiasm than skill or thought she leaned down and lapped hungrily at the other amazon's pussy, drawing a moan of mindless pleasure from her!


The bottom tigress panted and groaned as she felt that tongue search deep and hungry into her dripping nether lips. That pleasure, accompanied by feeling such soft bouncing huge breasts squeezing against her hard abs, and the show of that cock diving into her friend above her left her in sensory overload. For minutes she stared at the dragon's cock plunging into her friend with only blank incomprehension. Finally, something occurred to her and she leaned up to start sloppily licking at her master's balls with a similar ratio of skill to enthusiasm as her friend was exploring her folds.


The three remained locked in that embrace for longer than either tigress could keep track of. Which, to be fair, wouldn't have taken long. Regardless the dragon continued to plow into that tight slit, feeling it clamp down on his cock with incredible strength! Smoke billowed out of his panting maw as he fucked his new prizes! When the twin tigresses came they did so in unison! Letting out a roar of sheer unbridled animal pleasure that echoed through the vault! Enough to scare any would-be adventurers in the higher levels into rethinking their life choices, even so thoroughly drenched in bliss as the primal screams were.


Only the climax of their master could outperform them. Back arched, wings stretched wide, he let out a roar that caused the coins around them to shake, a mound of gold collapsing nearby! As his hot seed filled his tigress a plume of fire erupted from his maw up to the roof of the vault, the light glittering off every golden coin around them in a display that would've left the tigresses dazzled if their feeble minds weren't already collapsed under the bliss of their recent pleasures.


As their master lay back to rest on a nearby mound of gold the two brutes crawled up on either side of him. They nuzzled and kissed him lovingly, wrapping their thick powerful arms around his torso and gently pressing their heaving breasts against him. It was an almost animal gesture of affection from the two former adventurers. As the pair nuzzled and fawned over the new master who'd destroyed their old lives there was nothing but simple-minded happiness there.


What few thoughts the two girls had were turned towards the simple obedience of a good pet, and dimwitted awe at their own pleasure. What few memories either girl had of their former life were little more than dull impressions of emotions. A fondness for each other at best. None of it compared to their happiness and contentment with their new life. The two stupid brutish minions could never have been this happy before. No treasure in their time as adventurers ever compared their unthinking joy at their new lives. As their master blew little smoke rings the two tigresses drifted off to a dreamless sleep of utter contentment.